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Lovesick 


Author's Notes: 
One time when | visited, Bobbie was sick with the flu. | sat by his bed and sang for him \"To Sing for You\" I sang it 


soft in the gloom of the heavily draped bedroom. (from \"Hurdy Gurdy Man, An Autobiography of Donovan\") 


His way of life is like a view from a tenth floor window. | can look and reach out my hands for what it's worth, 
but the whole dream will remain unaffectedly unattainable. And every single of my thoughts and actions will be 
a pathetic, trashy imitation of the golden perfection 


I'm not going to ponder over this now though - with only a single lamp on the nightstand to disperse the 
darkness, it's already depressing enough in here. The velvet gloom of the room seems to have swallowed me 


whole; it's like being inside a giant beast's stomach, enduring a continual, painful indigestion over and over again 


| wish he fell asleep already but it's impossible to tell even as I'm sitting on the edge of his bed. The dark 
specs cover about a half of his face and | don't even know whether his eyes are open. How could | dare to 


stop singing? 


But it's still a torture, to hear my own words come out of my mouth and keep realizing better and better 
every second how ridiculous they are. How impecunious my poetic imagery appears when confronted with the 
reality. What the hell got into him to request this stupid love song? What got into me to sing it to him a few 
days ago in the first place? 


| bit off more than | can chew, that's for sure. And all | got in return is neverending anticipation, overwhelming 
anxiety never to ease off in the least. Even now, after the all-too-long two days' expectation of seeing him 
again, instead of even pretending to myself that | enjoy his presence, I'm merely trying to shut myself off with 
feverish mental babble. 


Later tonight I'm going to torment myself with all the things | could and should have said and done but | did 
not. The glutinous drowsiness will come and go, never staying long enough for me to actually fall asleep. At 
down | will become sentimental and | will touch myself hastily and sparingly, but it won't help; yet another 


great anti-climax - the irony is not lost on me. 


The recumbent shape shifts slightly and | realize that | reached the end of the song. | don't know what to do - 
maybe | should leave, but | don't want to wake him up. | fumble with my guitar and wait. Disconcerted, 
obsequious and impuissant, | silently pray for him not to tell me to go just yet. | pray for at least a few more 
minutes with him, so that | can waste them and regret until the end of my days that | didn't do something 
meaningful. 


The blood pounding in my ears is like a big ticking clock | latch on to every second - they merge and blend into 
one another, exploding with a silent puff every time. 


As long as I'm not ready for my Exodus, | can be all kinds of sure it will come unrelentingly. 


